
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

CHRISTMAS AT SAINT LUKE'S HOSPITAL 

Here in this house of mystery and death, 
This challenge flung at God, who has set pain 
And heart-ache and slow torture in his world, 
Dawns Christmas Day. 

We have outwatched the night. 
Vainly, in tight-lipped silence, we have wrung 
From creeping death a piteous hour or two. 
Now it is day. The long white corridors, 
Naked and empty in the winds of dawn, 
Stir in the light, and grow alive again 
With flitting nurses and internes in white, 
Who talk and -laugh together — as they must. 

They wish us "Merry Christmas," and we try 
To cover our soul's nakedness, and smile. 
And as we wait, dumb with long agony, 
A jingling of loud bells breaks the white calm 
Absurdly. A man enters, dressed in red, 
Tricked out in furs, white-bearded for the saint 
Of rapturous childhood, and his deep eyes wear 
A haunting, wistful mask of gaiety. 
He laughs and capers, jingles bells and jokes 
With mad abandon, speaks a word to us — 
A frothy nothing; then, still jingling, goes, 
And the white calm returns. 
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Christmas at Saint Luke's Hospital 

A tiny flame 
Set in the vastness of the night he is, 
A thin small sound that impishly disturbs 
The silence of the spheres, a childish joy 
Futile and beautiful, the soul of man 
That cries to heaven, "Bring on your thunderbolts — 
I still defy!" ... 

He passes, and we wrap the human warmth 
About our shivering souls, and turn us back 
To face the darkness of another day. 

Eunice Tietjens 
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